»6	you can't be too careful
appeal to his religious susceptibilities. There was a coloured
picture of his Redeemer surrounded by a great number of
children, with the inscription, " Suffer little children to come
unto me and forbid them not, for of such is the Kingdom of
Heaven." For some reason Edward Albert could not identify
himself with any of these roseate innocents. Severally and
collectively he hated them. The other religious subjects that
adorned his apartment neither offended nor appealed to him.
He just avoided looking at them. But one or two of the
illuminated texts bothered him. " Thou God seest me," in
particular. He did not like that. He liked it less and less as he
grew to boy's estate.
It wasn't fair, he felt. Was there nothing He couldn't see?
Could He see through bedclothes for example ? And what-
ever you chanced to be doing ? There was something indeli-
cate about this relentless stare.
It was Edward Albert's first encounter with Doubt.
Never once did the faintest gleam of affection for the divin-
ity, Father, Son or Holy Ghost, enter into his soul.   He
believed that this Watcher and Punisher brooded insanely
over his world and that he had sent his Only Son just to put
his helpless creatures still more in the wrong.   That was what
Edward Albert felt and believed.   I make no comment;
I am merely recording facts. , Since God was Almighty and
Relentless, you had to propitiate Him—safety first—and not
think a thought of protest even in the darkness of your black
little heart. No putting out your tongue at Him, No.**
(And a recording angel writing it all down !)
Edward Albert doubted but he never denied.   Like most
other  Believers  he   managed   to   mitigate.    He   had   an
inspiration.
" He can see you," he argued.  " But they can't be looking
at everybody and writing down about everybody all the time/*
That wasn't an idea to tell other people. It was an idea to
keep very much to oneself.  If you talked about it too much
you might suddenly attract His attention.
Our young man put up that idea like a modest private
parasol between himself and  the Sun   of Righteousness.

